HER PAPA’S NAME. 


By Alice May Douglas. 

“Whose little girl is this?” I said. “My papa’s name? Oh, let me see! 

“I *m papa’s girl,” the child replied. I really do not know,” she said; 

“ And what is papa’s name ? ” I asked. “ For when he ’s ill ma calls him ‘ Dear,’ 

To think of it she tried and tried. But when he *s well it’s just plain‘Fred.’” 




